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1 Greyhound * was the most exciting thing that had
yet happened in her life. She was in charge of
the expedition; the men followed meekly. That
sense of power, the strongest sense in her, drove
her like a charm. Without her, Humphrey, all
of them, would have been lost. Now she would
direct the affair like God Himself. The rain had
ceased; the little cobbled streets were gloomy and
deserted. They left Humphrey in the shadow of
the yard of the inn and went quickly up the
wooden staircase to the parlour. No one was
about, In the parlour, a small panelled room,
a little sea-coal fire was smoking and two candles
guttering. Someone came forward. It was
Georges, almost hidden in the capes of his riding-
coat* She saw at once that he was angry because
she was not alone* She felt herself forty years
of age at least as she took his hand, introduced
Reuben* He had never seen her so beautiful.
Indeed he had never thought her beautiful, only
strange, unusual, in some antagonistic way appeal-
ing to his senses, Now, in the half-lit smoky
room, in all her colour, her small hat with a
feather, her hair, her little face ivory-coloured and
in expression mischievous, kindly, proud, all to-
gether, she seemed to him for the first time a
woman. He put his riding-whip on the table,
clasped his hands behind him. He longed to
kiss her* Who was this big clumsy oaf of a fellow
with her?

Very quickly Judith explained, keeping him
greatly at a distance, very lofty, commanding
rather than requesting.